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APRIL SHOWERS. 

“« With the approach of the warm weather, Poor Pa’s mind never fails to turn to thoughts of love. This year, though, his affection for the fair sex seems to 
have developed more rapidly than ever, and he has even gone so far as to press the family gingham into his service in order to entrap loveliness. The other day, 
though, he was justly punished. Meeting two young ladies in distress—that is to say, minus umbrellas—he chivalrously took them in tow. Then appeared 
emesis, in the shape of Mamma and the Twins, upon the scene. Dad, who had passed himself off as a young bachelor of means, cut a very poor figure.’ —Toortsiz. 


BILLIARDISMS.—(First Dose.) THE MAN NEXT DOOR. 


In 1818, Mr. Longe Stent, a respectable butcher, lived in 
Pimlico with his wife Maria. He was twenty-eight years 
old, and she twenty-six. They had been married about 
seven years and had passed that time in the most perfect 


ds—clothes, ee and money—and took them away to 


rned to the Sweetings’ house, a 
in the most convivial manner. The next day she dis:p- 
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ms a constant visitor, and there were thoxe who were certain 


he had been making violent love to her. “To incline her 
to place a more implicit belief in the strength of his affec 
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tion,” we are told, “he went through the farce of hanging himself 
to a tree in the neighbourhood, as if in despair at her cruelty. 
From this perilous situation he took especial care to be providenti- 
ally relieved ; but he was still bent upon an imaginary death, and 
pretended to quench the tlame by which he was devoured by 
plunging into the canal ; and here, too, he contrived to be rescued 
from the crime of self-destruction.” 

About three weeks after the elopement, Sweeting suddenly re- 
appeared in Pimlico, where he called upon his wife in the dead of 
the night, and demanded what money she had iu her possession, 
She denied that she had any ; a fierce struggle ensued, and, in 
spite of her prayers and tears, he tore from her a sum of about 
sixty pounds she had concealed on her person and made off, She 
was very ill at the time, and this brutal act turned her brain, Her 
next door neighbour, Stent, was called in to assist in putting her 
into a straight waistcoat. and in an hour afterwards she died in 
hisarms. What property remained went for the expenses of the 
funeral, and her three children were taken to the workhouse, 

Meanwhile, Sweeting and poor deluded Mra, Stent sailed for 
America. Here he trested her in a most cruel manner, until at 
Jength, in her despair, she determined to return home and throw 
herself at the feet of her husband, The idea suited Sweeting very 
well, only he made her swear she would never reveal the name of 
the person with whom she had eloped, and threatened, in case she 
did, he would return and cut her three. 

She arrived, after a stormy voyage, at Liverpool, took the staze 
to London, and put up at the Saracen’s Head, Snow Hill—which, 
you may remember, was Mr. Wackford Squeers's house of call. 
From here she wrote a pathetic letter to her husband, imploring 
him not to turn his back on her. But Stent had deeply felt the 
wound that had been inflicted on him, the effects of which still 
burned and rankled in his heart’s core. His wife's letter but 
lighted up the smouldering embers of his fury, and, thrusting 
“sticking knife, used for killing calves,” into his pocket, he hurried 
to the inn, was shown into the room where she was, and at once 
commenced a murderous attack upon her. 

The waiters, hearing shrieks, rushed in, but not in time to get 
away the knife before he had stuck it into her throat. Stent said, 
“T wish for nothing but to suffer. I have accomplished my pur- 
pose.” His wife be ed him to kiss her, which he did. She said, 
‘I hope the law wi Ent take hold of you. You are the best of 
husbands, and I the worst of wives.” She was taken ona shutter 
to the hospital, and on her way she was continually calling on her 
dear Henry, wishing him to kiss her and begging him to give her 
his hand. One of the persons attending took hold of her extended 
hand, which she pressed tenderly, saying, “God bless you, I shall 
now die happy,” she thinking the hand was her husband's. She, 
however, did not die, and Stent was tried for her attem ted 
murder, the penalty of which was death. The jury, finding him 
guilty, recommended him to mercy, and his sentence was com- 
muted for two years’ imprisonment. His wife was taken home by 
her father and mother. 

© * 
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LAITEST. 
iav tri the bak wai an the naiburs av shout an shi stones. butt 
att last the jurni iss att a end an i am goin too jump down. Orror 
the deming boi iss belo. 


(Neat week,“ A Ducal Dodger.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


es 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope are enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


No; we can't remember, HAROLD. Only once or trice, F. J 
Thanks for leticr, HV. MunPHy ; Lee impossible to say, As you 
da, we fancy, MARKHAM ; Such is now the wisest plan, lather 
clever, ARTHUR BOLTON, But we do not think awe can, Proud to 
hear it, FRIEND Ov TootsiE's; Thanks for photograph to hand, 
We are much afraid, A YOKEL, That you did not understand, 


+ Awkward, cery, WILSON GREENER. Thanks ie cheery note, B.C. 


Hacen't got the space, A JOKER, Or delighted we should be. 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Cireulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post Jrce: 
3 Months, 1s. &d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Serrants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to mect 
with his or her death in’a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of © ALLY SLOPER’s HALrF- 
Howiway" be found upon the Deccased ai the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER's HWALF-HOLIDAY ” ix published throughout, the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts onc week from that time, evpiring at 9 o'clock the 
Jollowing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Ss, 

Tenant. Vout my cellar is full of water. 

Jerry-Builder Landlord, Well, 1 dunno what to do; 1 never eee 
sich folks for grumbling. Look ‘ere, you better change houses with 
Mr. What’shisname at number four; he is always complaining 
that he can't get no water, + * 


I pon’ think a girl who has a brownish complexion should wear 
too much white chiffon. It was rather odd, wasn't it. that when 
Bessie Kicklop was sitting in the dusk the other day, SLOPER took 
her face fora ready dressed ham with a paper roll round it, and 
was almost beginning to stick the carving-fork in the poor dear! 

s 


a 
“On, prithee, ‘Let Me Dream Again,’” 
The drowsy sluggard said, 
As he the bedclothes drew once more 
About his sleepy head. 
2s 


s 
“Rut I thought you said he was a most devoted husband?” 
“Well, so he is, devoted to himself. you know.” 
Ld 
s 
Candid Friend (to whom Dramatic Author has been expoundina 
his new drama), Well, if I were you 1 should call it The Registry 


Ce, 

Dramatic Author, What for? Where does that come in? t 

Candid Friend, Because, if you believe all you hear, it contains 
go many good situations. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs: 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
‘No, 520.—The “Early Spring” Costume. 


“Say, Mr. Bumpus, can bark?” Pease the Png ti 
, Mr. ume for the approaching hot 
“No, Nursie; why?” " decane dad = weather, only the police authorities 
says you're an old sea-dog.” objected. 


Ethel, Mr. Popsnop proposed last night, and I accepted. 
Edie (sweetly). Yes ; he told me yesterday afternoon that if I refused him he'd 
Propose to the very first girl of his acquaintauce that he dropped acrozs, 


She. How fiuidly he talks. => 
He, Yes; that's because he drinks so AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
much water. No. 2.—Bunyan, 


Bet 


(Saturday, April 14, 1894, 


Young Sharpshina, How many kinds of corn are there, dad ? 

Old Sharpshins, Let me see. Wheat, barley, oats, rye, and—er 
—er—Indian corn, 

Young Sharpshina, There's another one yet, dad. 

Old Sharpshina, Don't remember it. 

Young Shaurpshins, Why, the haycorn, of course, 


s 
IT was tea time, and the pot had been refilled for the fourth 
time, when Mrs. Noodle exclaimed, “I fear, ny dear Mrs. Boodle, 
that your husband enjoys very bad health.” * Pardon me, madam,” 
remarked Dr. Johnson, as he passed his cup over for the seventh 
time, “the only people who enjoy bad health are the doctor, the 
chemist, aud the undertaker.” *° 


She. 1 wonder why it is that Fido always makes such a noise 
over his meals 2 ; G f 
MMe, Eh—ah—I suppose he likes a little whine with his dinner, 
eh? ae 
s 


TitF most pathetic story oft, 
If you peruse it, will 

Turn out to merely be an ad, 
Tor some one's patent pill. 


s 
Suipper, Vhear that old Lushington is dead, 
De Bocser, Indeed! Vm sorry to hear that. 
seeps And the doctor attributes his decease to whisky and 
sod: 


Hs 
De Booser, An! T have always understood that soda water was 
a bad thing to drink ; so lowering, you know, 


Young Wife. You say you met. heaps of girls before you knew 
me. George? 1 was your fate, darling. 
MMiushand, Yes, love, and a precious hard fate, too. 


s 
“THAT was a sad death the other day, of that poor servant girl in 
the park.” “Why, how did she die?” “ By galvanic shock, caused 
by the contact of « lifeguardsman’s shell-jacket metal buttons and 
the other metal buttons on her £1 5s, jacket. They really shouldn't 
be allowed to squeeze these ‘poor, girls so hard at kiss-in-the-ring.” 


Nipper. Are you friends with Snifly? 
Dipper. No; he owes me half a quid. 
Nipper, Ave you friends with Chifly? 
Dipper, No; Lowe him five bob. 


Wuat is much better and healthier than the hot cross bun ?— 
Why, the roll down Greenwich Hill, to be sure. 


First Small Boy («rtist's aon}, Go on, who are you, anyway? 
My y's been “hung ” at the Academy. 

Second Small Boy. What of it? Mine got six months once at 
Holloway ; so you needn't brag. ie 


“T SUFFER from nightmare terribly.” “ That’s easily prevented.” 
“Is it? How?” “ Don't go to sleep.” 
e¢ P 


Father. really can't understand why you don’t marry and 
settle down. 
Son. Great Scot ! dad—why, I can't even keep single and settle up. 


s 
1s that Mainz cheese very strong? 1 should think so; why, the 
other day when we took the lid off the cheese dish, the chandelier 
came down one foot of its own accord, the gas went out and the 
canary bird fell down dead in its cage. 


WE often hear that marriage is 
An error, grave to make ; 

And certainly, we can’t deny, 
It’s often a misatake 


s 

First Man. Sparker told usa capital story the other day about— 

Second Man. Ah, funny fellow, Sparker—always got a fund of 
anecdote. 

First Man. 1 was going to say a capital story about you. It 
male us roar. 

Second Man, The devil it did! | Do you know, that chaps the 
biggest scandalmonger in the whole neighbourhood, that he is. 


“Say what yon like, sir,” said Mr. Hometied, “a good wife is 
hard to beat.” “* Well. that depends upon her size and strength a 
good deal, I should think,” remarked a listener ; “I can give mine 
three stone and a licking.” “* 

* 


Young Man (iho has just been anuhbed), Excuse me, Miss 
Prettypet., but have you ever been told that—cr—er—you have 
anything unpleasant about you? 

Miss Pretty pet. Oh, yes ; in fact, I know I have sometimes. 

Young Man (delighted), Ah, yes ; and what is it? 

Miss L'rettypet. A conceited young man. 

(Oh, the lepth of the silence which followed ! 


* ‘0 +g 
Miss TIeavyleigh. No, Mr. Malton, I can never be yours. I can- 
nut marry a man who is unable to big ot me, 
He (chaqrined). V'm afraid, Miss Heavyleigh, you want some- 
one who's been brought up to the stroug man business. 
ss 


s 
Tacal Temperance Advocate, What have you there, friend? 
Genial Bacchanalian, Why, it’s a bottle of D. T. Whisky, old 
man, 
Lvcal Temperance Advocate. Believe me, my friend, it is liquid 
damnation. 
peta Harchaxelisn: I Sow we teundenny bad, but it's the 
only kind your one-horse publican keeps, so I've got to put vith 
it. Good night. 4 ss : ia a kid 
s 


Simple, 1 can’t understand how you can still keep friends with 
Miss Prettypors. Ifa girl jilted me, I’'d never speak to her again. 

Simon, That's all right ; but. you see, she has promised to say a 
gvod word for me to the rich Miss Bullion, 


* 
THE poet sings of nature's joys 
In words with passion tired, 
With but a view of chimney pots 
To make him feel inspired, 


Hardup (alewly). Lam going to pay old Smithson— 
Sharpely (interrupting), L won't believe it! Never! It is im- 
possible ! 
Hardup, Allow me to finish my remark. Tam going to pay old 
Smithson a crisit. [al sigh of reiicf passes all round the bar. 
2s 


* 

“Tor’, Pa, you call that hair of hers anburn?) Why, the girls at 
the Friv.” say that when her head wax resting on your shoulder last 
night (I won't tell Ma) it was so red that it made your nuse almost 
lovk carnation pink beside it.” ne 


- . . * 
Young Puppiman. Aw, Miss Dorwa, you're too ewuel, weally ; 1 
shall have to find a doctaw—aw—who can cure a bwoken heart, 
Miss Dora, A doctor, Mr. Puppiman? I should advise you to 
try a veterinary surgeon, 
eee 


Every Monday. One Malfpenny- 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
80 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Saturday, April 14, 1894.) 
TOOTSIE AND “THE NEW BOY.” 


— 


Mr. ArtHur Law himself admits that the almost general 
re‘erence of his critics to Vice Versd was inevitable, yet he tells us 


May PALFREY. SYDNEY WARDEN. 

it was not Vice Versé but the marriage, within his own experience, 
of a boyish man to a mature lady and the possibly ensuing compli- 
cations that suggested the piece. 

This I can easily understand, for I myself know of an instance. 
Not so very far away from my place of residence there is a comely 
greengroceress, who is fine and tall, and she is happily wedded to 
the husband of her choice, who is a mite of a man of singularly 
youthful ..spect. Sometimes a customer, having made a purchase 
too big to carry away, will ask the greengroceress to send the boy 
home yi He The “boy” is Mr. Greengrocer, but he says he 
doesn't mind, 

At anyrate, one thing is sure; Mr. Law has written a most 
amusing farce, and one that is certain of a long run in town and in 
the provinces, The story is a good one. Doctor Candy keeps a 
school, and has made a Jot of money, which his relations are all 
very anxious to possess, Among them is Mrs. Rennick, a widow. 
who has married without consulting the Doctor and fears that 
when he finds it out he will be oneaded, 
Indeed, when she calls on him, he 
congratulates her upon having refused 
all offers of marriage, and he at once 
mistakes Mrs. Rennick’s youthful- 
looking husband for her son. The 
enntons have torecied 5 their mone 
in a Dry Champagne Company, which 
has not fizzed, and they are very hard 
up and dependent on the Doctor; she, 
therefore, determines to pass r 
Archibald off as her offspring, and the 
Doctor straightway begins to treat the 
little man as a boy. 

Poor Archibald! Imagine his misery. 
Picture him to yourself, forced into 
hoy attire—into a suit too small for 
him, and dragged out to play at foot- 
ball with a fiendish gang, he is nothing 
but bumps and bruises, and his suit is 
reduced to rags and tatters. 

Imagine him, a man of the world, a 
man of experience, a City man, a 
married man, a future father, fancy 
him in the grasp of the big-boy bully 
of the school, the detested Bullock- 
Major, representing the rat ina hunt 7%, 
in the school dormitory, where he is Y 
given “beans,” belaboured with boots Yj 
and cobbed with knotted towels, Ys 

_Imagine this unhappy gentleman a jg 
victim) to increasing violence and ~ 
heaped up indignities, until at length 
he is compelled, by the bully Bullock, 
to squeeze himself through a hole in 
the fence of the school garden, and to 
steal beastly apples from the garden of a ferocious neighbour, 
Imagine him caught in the act and handed over to the police, aud 
brought before a magistrate, who sentences him to receive twelve 
strokes with a bireh-rod. 

But at length there is a gleam of sunshine through the clouds, 
The soul of the undersized one has swelled within him. He has 
had his fill of beans and to spare, and, in his extremity, he reveals 
the whole truth to the magistrate, and thereby saves himself from 
the eternal degradation of a gaol whipping. 

There is much more plot than I have told you of here, but you 
must go and see the piece yourselves, It is, to my thinking, much 
funeier than Charley's Aunt, and likely to equally well please the 
public. 

It is remarkably well-played. Mr. Weedon Grossmith has never 
been seen to greater advantage, and it is rather difticult to imagine 
who could have done the part as well. As Dr, Candy, Mr. 
Leauchamp is excellent, and Mr. Kenneth Douglas is splendid as 


Archibald Rennick: 
WEEDON GROSSMITH. 


no 
Mrs. Rennick: 
GuAbYs HOMPREY. 


Vullack-Major, the bully. Mr. Sydney Warden asa French tutor, 
Mr. Palmer as the owner of the apples, and Mr. Beveridge as the 
had man of the play, all acquit themselves well. i 
Ou the three ladies I have nothing but praise to bestow. Miss 
Gladys Homfrey is just right as Mrs. Rennick ; Miss May Palfrey 
ix awfully nice as a flirt, who causes Archibald some trouble ; and 
as Susan, Miss Esmé Beringer is charming. 1 shall be very much 
rt ig. if this pretty and clever young lady does not soon come 
v the front, 


Dr, Cande: 
J. BEAUCHAMP, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


A CRUEL AWAKENING. 


HE loved her madly, wildly, devotedly, 

And what wonder. 

She was a sunny faced darlingette, with rippling chestnut hairand 
peach down cheek, and Veg ned yg lips, whose seeming invita- 
tion to “help yourself” he fo it hard to resist. 

He was a chemist's assistant. 

With a pallid complexion, a salary of thirty shillings weekly, and 
a dangerous disposition to absentinindedness when ougeged | upon 
the mixture of prescriptions, 

But this is by the way. 

We have said he adored her. It is a statement we have no 
intention of withdrawing. 

They met first, not in a crowd, but a red “ Brixton.” 

She looked so bewitching as she stood timidly upon the step, 
glancing along the two rows of “insides” who hal fought and won 
their seats, that he yielded his without a regret. 

She thanked hin sweetly, 

That alone stamped her as a girl in a thousand. 

1¢ was raining felines and bow-wows when she got out. 

He had an umbrella. 

She hadn't. 

He offered to escort her homeward. 

She allowed him. 

Their acquaintance ripened into friendship, their friendship into 


love, 
He thought her all that was perfect. Wrote sonnets to her eyes, 
and whole epics concerning her complexion. 

Alas! oh, alas! 

The awakening soon came. 

One day he left his boy in charge for an hour, with strict in- 
eae not to serve anybody whodidn’t want seidlitz powders or 

quor 

A young lady called and left an order during his absence. 
eo had promised to look in in half an hour's time, the boy told 

im, 

He made up the parcel. 

One packet of violet powder. 

One ditto blane du perle. 

One bottle hair-dye. 

One box carmine. 

Humph, he mused. What artificiality. What deceit. And yet 
doubtless this pie image poses before the world as a beauty ; 
has mayhap deceived some honest, confiding fellow with her 
spurious charms, 

How different from the girlish freshness of my ownest Ethel. 

Just then the boy stepped round to say the poe lady had called 
pal ae things, He collected them and went forward curiously. 

, lor! 

It was his ownest Ethel ! 


SLOPER’S ANEMOGRAPHY. 


A JOLLY Jack Tar, who had sailed afar, 
And been landed at every poi 

Sat drinking his ale, and telling his tale 
To the Master of Mildew Court. 

And the Fossil pretended he quite comprehended 
The nautical language of Jack ; 

But on sea-faring phrases his brain very hazy's, 
So (much as his brain he might rack) 

All the mariner's chattin’ to him was as Latin, 
And, ergo, at times he moaned out 

“Yes” or “No” very low, without hoping to know 
What the sailor was spouting about 


But at last our good Chief saw a chance of relief 
From the silence that gave him such pain: 
For the man from the main used two words that 
were plain ; 
To his cloudy and cobwebby brain. 
Yes, Lind man from the sails spoke of “ favouring 
gales 
Not oncely, but twicely and thricely : 
And Leal Wreck, as he , saw with joy thata 
wo! 
Might be edgewise got in very nicely. 
Tothe man from the sails he ald, “ kucouring ales? 
Well, no doubt there is wisdom therein. 
But to favour such booze 1 myself cannot choose— 
I'm in favour of facouring gin! !" 


See 


MORE THAN HE COULD STAND. 


THE real fact of the matter was, he could very ill afford those 
two dress circles for the Saturday matinée of A Gaicty Girl, and 
however he could have been such an ass as to suggest that they 
should go and have a little bit of dinner on their way home he 
can't satisfactorily explain to himself to this day. —_—* was 
a wild, lingering sort of hope that she'd say no—(her ma said 
she must home by six punctually)—but no, she didn’t do any- 
thing of the kind, she just smiled sweetly and blushed a gratified 
little blush, and said, “ Oh, she'd like it ever so!” 

Of course there was no help for it, in they had to go, and as poor 
William Arthur mentally subtracted the afternoon's expenditure 
from the one pound fifteen the cashier had paid him that morning, 
he breathed a fervent hope that Maud Alicia wasn't particularly 


sckish. 
ne Maud Alicia was. She started on oysters, she wavered 
between the merits of thick and clear turtle, she chose salmon 
cutlets to follow, and nia to be considerably doubtful whether 
roast quail or grilled chicken would assimilate proper with a slice 
out of the saddle. 

Poor William Arthur, as he watched her run her bright eyes over 
the wine list, with an inward conviction that nothing short of 
Pommery in Magnums would be the result of her inspection, 
knew that he was a gone coon, She'd pass his capital with the 
very next order. 

“Oh, dear!” she exclaimed, Singing dows the card; “I don't 
know what to order, I’m sure, Here, Will, dear, you select some- 


ing. 

A wild light burned a moment in her lover's eyes. A desperate 
resolve took possession of his heart. Springing from his chair, 
he hurried after the waiter, “ Listen,” he whispered, “ bring us a 
bottle of something, I don’t care what, that'll upset us at the first 
glass. Put jalap into it, poison, if you like, but give us something tu 
stop that appetite ne off, and I'll give you half a quid the moment 
she says she’s too ill to stay any longer.” 

The intelligent servitor gave one glance at William Arthur, one 
look at the workmanlike manner in which his healthy, fair com- 
panion was getting to work. Then he winked a wink that sealed 
the compact, and trotted ieee ror d away for a bottle of brand 
new “temperance beverage” which had just been placed in the 


market. 
—— 


THEIR LITTLE PLAN. 


Inquisitive Acquaintance, Excuse me old man, but have you 
and Smith any private arrangement? I can't make you two fellows 
out at all. ye 

Brown, 1 dessay it_is a little passing, but I'll explain it—in 
contidence, of course, You see Smith and I live next door, and last 
year our wives went into council together and insisted upon Smith 
giving up liquor and me giving up cigars. Of course, you can 
well understand, we kicked against the idea at first, but at last we 
had to compromise, and I promised not to buy any more tobacco, 
while Smith promised never to buy any more drinks. So when 
we want a smoke or a drink, we telephone from one office to 
another, and Smith pays for my cigars while I settle for his 
drinks. See? Nota bad wheeze, is it, my boy? 


115 
A DISGUISE. 


——, 
SHE sang at the “ Tootsicum Hall of Varict‘es" down east. 


“My Jessie,” her mother would say, ax she held the tlat-iron 


against her nose to 
discover whether it 
registered exactly the 
Liiesed number of 

egrees to make 
shirts look like var- 
nished clouds—* My 
Jessie can take care 
of herself.” 

Jvasie was pretty, 
and she knew it. 

George Dawson 
knew it also. He 
was a patient, steady, 
persevering young 


man, 

He had got a little 
money in the Post 
Office Savings Bank 
and Birkbeck like- 
wise. So you see 
that sometimes he 
could draw a Birk- 

cheque, and 

generally appear to 

jo the grand all 
round. 

He was a clerk at 
a brewery down east. 
He went to the 
People's Palace that 
Mr. Walter Besant 
so kindly started to 

revent wicked hus- 

nds going too often 
to the Lion and Blue Pigs, so that they shouldn't be dis- 
graced by their loving helpmates helping them home with kind 
words or a broomstick. 

First he went to lectures on geology. Theutoamateur theatricals. 
Then to the theatre, and then—to the music-hall, He saw Jessie, 
and he loved her. 

He bought shoulder knots, 12. 97. each, and bouquets, 2s. 6d. 

A bosom friend, who had borrowed £1 4s. 4. of him (in divers 
half-crowns and threepences, to catch ‘busses with) introduced 
him to the star artiste of the Tootsicum. 

That summer he went to Richmond for his holiday. 

He invited Jessie and her ma down for the day. They hada 
wolfing down of maids-of-honour. Then they went. on the river, 
and ma made herself generally objectionable in the way of putting 
the boat out of trim. 
Then they zrew sen- 


Sang at the Tootsicum, 


¢ . ‘ 
Le retail ie | a timental as they sat 
’ a aes ri yee on Eel-pie Island. 
“Jessie,” said 
George, as he gazed 


into the not-too- 
ealm depths of her 
sweet blue eyes, 
“Jessie, I think 1 
know what love is.” 

“To you, to-day, 
\ 1should think as 
y yet that love meant 
parting with about 
one-eleven-six.” 

“Oh, Jessie,” said 
George, “you are 
above money.” 

The voung damsel 
smiled sweetly. 

“so Lam, dear— 
I fancy I'm sitting 
on my purse, and | 
don't at all like it.” 

He said that he 
hoped she wasn't 
cold - hearted, —be- 
cause he was un- 
y ee happy and troubled. 
pA f Ve exsie asa smart 

¢ rl. 


“Those bouquets 
and shoulder knots 
and what-nots have been too much for you: you've been financing 
a little too playfully with the governor's till.” 

“I'm afraid, Jessie,” said George, “ I'ma bit wanted.” 

“Case of bolt, or lock up, isn’t it?” 

George looked sad. 

“I didn't know that you had quite overrun the constable to that 
pretty extent. Constable—hullo! I've got a happy thought. You 
tore a pound or two that you can lay your hand on—without 
having to lay your hand on somebody else's to-night. Well, mv 
Uncle Joe, who lived a bit with us off and on, and who died with 
us altogether, left his undress inspector's uniform behind. Come 
up with us to-night and just rig yourself up in it, you'll be able to 
fake it—you're stupid enongh for a p'liceman, anyhow.” 

George looked sadder still. 

“Oh, Jessie! you cut me to the heart with your sharpness.” 

e * e * * * 

At five o'clock that afternoon there was a nice little warrant out 
for dear George. 

At 7.3 a smart- 
looking inspector was 
seen walking down 
Cheapside. 

“From the coun- 
try,” said a fat City 
sergeant. 

But George's lug- 
gage was already 
aboard the 8 P.M. from 
Liverpool Street to 
Rotterdam, 

George was never 
seen any more—nor 


jess, 

Three nights after- 
wards, in the green 
room of the Tuotsi- 
cum’s, Jessie was 
heard to say: 

“That was a good 
wheeze of mine, 
making him get up 
like an__inspector. _° 
Your vliceman 
doesn't always know 
one of his own kidney 
any more than your 
thief does.” 

Still, there's 
moral to wind up 
with: Don't go to 
lectures, don’t go to 
amateur _ theatricals, ; 
don’t go to theatres, don't go to East end music-halts, and don't 
mash star artistes on any account. 


Oui) al 


Went to Richmond, 


Ga the River, 
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HER ONLY THOUGHT. 


Mrs. Youngwife. 1 want a piece of beef, 
Katcher, Yes, ma'um, Is it for roastiny or'boiling ? 
Mrs. Youngwife. It's for my husband. 


5,2 Miss SI trill be delighted to receive photographs from those 
oof her friends whuse portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIB’'S FRIENDS. 


No. 3%4.—Miss CorRA GWYNNE. 
“T have a passion for the name of Cora." —The Dook Snook. 
“Can love like mine go unrewarded still?” —Lord Bob, 
“ Gaze on her face— what wonder that I love !"—The Hon. Billy. 


(1) “An’ that traculent-looking scoondrel,” said the Moderator o' the Synod, 
ig your troublesome Elder McNab, J disapprove o° him.” 


* ALLY BLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ss) cc 
Better to be out of the world than out of the fashion. 


Buy “ALLY SLoPEn,” and be always up to dute—if 
anything, a trifle previous, 


“Where's the plumber, boy ? he only came half an hour ago.” 
“Gone to get adropof four-half.” “ And what part do you do?” 
“1 just looks on, to make up time.” 


“Ta tells me T am too old to 
be kissel by the male friends 
of the family, und too young 
tohave asweetheart. Just tell 
me what I am todo under the 
circumstances.” — Extract 
‘rom Leuer of Young Lady, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MiSS ROSIE RENDEL. 


= 

<= 
In the Spring-time, also in the Summer, to say nothing of the Autumn, not to 
mention the Winter, a young man's fancy, likewise a man's in the prime of life as 
A. SLOPER, Esq., turns to thoughts of love. In the flowery Spring-time, too, we 
begin dreaming of the scent of ruses, Love and roses! A sweet: combination of 
which the evergreen Eminent never tires, Being made that way, can it be a matter 
of wonder that while majestically spread out in a stall the other evening at a certain 
West End Hall, charming little Rosie Rendel, the witching transformation dancer, 
bounded on to the stage, making him envy the very boards on which she trod—don't 
like that word “trod”—ugly, ungraceful word that—which she—which she pressed, 
yes, that's it! pressed, that the heart of the susceptible A. SLOPER went out at once 
to her ?—went out to her like a long imprisoned, pure, white, fluttering dove with 
eager wings to nestle——“ Look here, SLOPER !"—the voice came over his shoulder, 
direct from the vocal chords of Mrs. 8.—“ you'll take them last lines out.” “ Poetic 
licence, my love,” remonstrated A. SLOPER. “Poetic licence!" retorted Mrs, 8., 


with withering contempt; “you seem to forget the licence which joins us as one in 
the ‘oly bonds of hemlock—I mean wedlock.” “ My love,” began A. SLOPER, “ you 
overlook the fact that an author——”" “Author! Yea, the author of a voung 
family including twins,” cried Mrs. S., “so it's your dooty as a ‘usband and a father 
to take them lines out ; besides, I'm sure the young lady—" “Woman !” thuwiered 
A. >LOPER, now thoroughly roused, “ it isan unduul fact that they all love ALLY ; 
and is it possible, think ye, that Miss Rosie Rendel would hold aloof from the 
amorous throng? Scarcely.” Then he glanced with le pride at his 
manly form as he eaw it reflected in the fractured mirror over his study mautleshelf. 
“tut there, I would be alone; leave me!" Yet Mrs.S. would not. Then he rose, 
aml gently but firmly took her by the arm, led her to the door, saw her safely outside 
it, bolted it, returned to his seat, and, with a weary sigh, again took up his pen; but 
the poetic fire was quenched, the spirit of Romance had flown, and nought remained 
for the Aged but to come at once to the int-—[No more available space—Eni Ton.) 


THE EARTHQUAKE AT THE SYNOD. 


(2) And he, as soon as the Elder’s back was 
turned, showed his antipathy. 


judgment on the Sessiou. It's bad for une, but it’s awfu' for thae puir 


2g 


‘s 
eh 


(3) “T ha’e been.” murmured the Eller, as he crawled] home, “expectin’ this awfu’ earthquake for a lang time, for a 
things cut off in 


the midst o° their sins. 


—— 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Toddle up, friend, toddle up, the show is once more open. Novelties are all the rage nowadays. 
Here are some that are calculated to make your hair curl and eyes sparkle. Look ‘em over and let 
me know during the week what you think of ‘em. On we go, boys :—The Prince of Wales this 
week, Lace, Will hold another grand levée :—A corps of Amazons will soon Be formed, but will it 
prove a buon 2— Eight hours’ werk, eight hours’ vlay And cight hours’ slecp's a proper day :—The 


H LESS AND ‘ELL LESS. 


Stodgers, Nothing will make me believe in ‘Ell. 
Podyers. Ha, indeed ! nor in H. 


Cg 
yy 
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TRADE AND FINANCE. 
Government stocks firm, but things dull generally. 


Tray, I can't stand that Dolly Jones, she swaggers so. I saw her eating winkles with a 
i diamond pin this afternoon.” “Sickening, isn't it?" : 


Budget will, you up| depend, Make some folks’ hair stand up on end :—The Csapneenar! sayde 
no doubt, Is quite the best, in town or out :—The Kaiser's gift to Bismarck grey Is noted 
chiefly for display :—A large brown bear before the beak Appeared in-court the other week.—The 
best of friends must part. 


ubtless you have heard this speech before. 1 cannot help it if you 


have. It applies to the present case, so take it or leave it ——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 
THE FEMALE SEX DIVINE. 


“Winnie, dear, I vish you vos an oyster, and den you vould 
know vien to shut your mouth,” 


a 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


= 

ARF. we going to have another “Great Drought”? Really, at 
the time of writing, it seems very much like it. Something like 
twenty-five days have pussed 
now, and only upon one did 
a few short, and not by any 
means general, showers dis- 
turb the summerlike serenity. 
With last year’s awful ex- 
ample before him, the poor 
farmer is rapidly being re- 
duced to a condition of blue 
funk, from which only several 
days of good soaking rain will 
extract him, On the other 
hand, the country boarding- 
house and hotel proprietors 
are indulging in a gleeful 
chuckle and the earnest hope 
that their season may equal 
the last, when, it need hardly 
be said, they reaped a rich 
harvest. A little wer, how- 
ever, just now, would do an 
immense amount of good and 
few people any harm, and we 
must hope, therefore, that 
before these lines reach the 
public eye, the much needed 
change will have come, 


s 
Socrery is pricking up its 
ears with a vengeance at the 
news that Lord Bob intends 
bringing an action for Breach of Promise against Miss Tootsie 
oer Sir Charles Russell, Sir John Rigby, Sir Edward Clarke, 
Sir Richard Webster, Mr. Lockwood, A. SLOPER, and sundry, have 
already been briefed for the respective parties. A few tickets for 
the trial are now on sale at the “Sloperies,” price one hundred 
guineas each, ee 
s 
THE D. 7. warns householders against a man who calls at 
West end residences sbout dinner time with a parcel, and whilst 
the servant has gone to deliver it, decamps with whatever silver 
he can lay hands on. Iky Moses is evidently getting himself 
talked about. ee 
s 


From what we can gather from reliable sources it is just nbout 
likely that the Industrial Exhibition, to be opened at Eurl’s Court 
in May, will startle cockneys. No expense has been spared to 
make the Exhibition a brilliant success, and it is anticipated that 
it will be one of the most successful of receut years. A. SLOPER 
drinks to you, Mr. Milner. *\ 

THE up-to-date American young lady must be a truly energetic 
damsel. She walks, she rides, she Toate she fences, she skates, she 
preeae, she swings dumb- og 
bells and Indian clubs, and in 
fact indulges .in nearly every 
possible variety of athletic 
exercises. Latest advices 
from the land of Stars and 
Stripes are to the effect that 
ladies’ pistol clubs have been 
started in New York and 
Boston, and that the fair ones 
of these cities are absolutely 
scrambling for membership. 
And we thought women were 
so afraid of firearms | 


s 

CONSIDERABLE envy has 
been caused in commercial 
circles by the announcement 
that the celebrated firm of 
W. G. Nixey hns been 
appointed sole black lead 
urveyor to the Sloperian 
ouse! oEe It Laing te : 
supposed, however. that the 
excellence of the Nixey goods 
has only just been made 
geal to the illustrious 
amily —on the contrary, 
Mrs. 8. informs us that for } rh 
Rival past now, Nixey’s y 
lack lead, blue, knife polish, 3 
black varnish, emery flower and cloth have been in daily, use at 
Mildew Court, and that she “don’t know where she are” with- 
out ‘em. °° 


A. SLopER’s Harem at the Mildeweries does not seem quite as 
successful an institution as the one at Constantinople in London. 
It has, in fact, to attract even the Eminent himself. 
Perhaps this may be to a certain extent accounted for by the fact 
that Mrs. Sloper is at present the sole occupant ; and, what is more, 
it is a bottle of “ Unsweetened” toa penny collar stud that Mrs. 
8. will remain sole occupant whilst she lives. 


Two men were sent to prison fast weck for stealing soap. This 
is all the reward they got for trying to emancipate themselves 
from the ranks of “the great unwashed.” 


s 
ALTHOUGH providing Mr. Beerbohm Tree with an excellent 


acting part, the production of a play of the description of Once 
Upon a Time ata 


theatre like the Hay- 
market, seems to us 
vei questionable 
policy. It is but 
one step that divides 
the sublime from 
the ridiculous, and 
it is much to 
feared that, in parts, 
the play in question 
suvours of the latter. 
This is all the more 
regrettable when we 
consider that the 
piece contains some 
really excellent 
material; but to 
eradicate the ridicu- 
lous element would 
be impossible, there- 
fore it is to 
feared that Once 
Upon a_ Time is 
doomed to a very 
short career. t 
goes without saving 
that Beerbohm Tree, 
in the character of 
the King, acts splen- 
didly, When does 
he act otherwise! 
The same remark applies to Julia Neilson. Excellent assistance is 
rendered by other members of the company, more especially by 
Fred Terry, Lionel Brough, and Mrs. Tree. 


ALLY SLOPER’S NALF-HOLIDAY. 


Mr. Vernon Dowsett has get together a marvellously at- 
tractive programme at the Tivoli just now. Hardly a music-hall 
star whose name does not 
figure in it,and the little 
hall has proved all too 
small of late tonccommo- 
date the crowds who 
throng its doors nightly. 
Amongst the performers 
are Charles Godfrey in 
“The Last Shot,” Harry 
Randall, George Robey, 
Leo Stewart, Ida Heath, 
Vesta Victoria, Harry 
Pleon, Ada_ Blanche, 
Herbert Campbell and 
Dan Leno. Truly a won- 
derfal array of palent ! 


= 
THE Mildewed Mum. 
mer has this day been 
pleased to confer the 
Award of Merit upon 
GILBERT HARE, because 
he's a chip of the old 
block, “eyther,” chor- 
tled he of the Cerulean 
Optics, “don't tell me as 
genius hain't ‘ereditary ; 
it won't wash. ‘Like 
father, like son’ is my 
motter, although I sin- . 
cerely ‘opes that the hexception to the rule may occur in my cage. 
Gilbert now's got a feyther to be proud on, but me—.” But 
here a well aimed missile stopped further insult, and the Aged 
was promptly avenged. ee 
s 


WE understand that Mr. John O'Connor intends to produce a 
novelty to London about theend of June, in the shape of a “ Grand 
Chinese Water Carnival.” The vast building of the Agricultural Hall 
will be converted into a fac-simile of a Chinese Villa on the water, 
with its surrounding Promenades, Flower Beds, Bamboo Bridges, 
Pagodas, etc. Amongst the numerous attractions to be intro- 
duced will be the “Shooting of the Chutes,” which, we understand, 
will be started from the roof of the gallery to a Inke in the centre 
of the Hall, with a run for the Ch ute Boats of 400 feet. 


* 

Why be slender? Don't spend your money and injure your 
health on tlesh-giving medicines, but purchase our colossal comic, 
Larks! regularly, and laugh and grow fat at a ha'penny a week. 
It never fails, Buy! buy !! buy!!! 


s 

For days past now we have been worrying ourselves almost toa 
skeleton in a vain effort to sulve a problem. We have button- 
holed friends 
in the streets 
and en- 
deavoured, 
by both 
threats and 
oclery, to 
obtain the 
trne defin- 
ition of a 
domestic 
animal. The 
only thing 
that we are 
convinced 
about at pres- 
ent is that a: 
caged lion is 
not to be 
classed in this 
category. 
This, accord- 
ing to the 
ruling of a 
London 
magistrate. . 
Are we to assume, then, that a man is entitled to illuse a lion to 
his heart's content, and batter him into a jelly if he so wishes? It 
seems very much like it.as the magistrate in the Aquarium lion 
case quashed the whole thing and dismissed the summons without 
even troubling to listen to the defence. If this is a correct inter- 

retation of the law of the land, the sooner it is altered the better 

it will be for England and civilisation generally. 


* 

SouTH Carolina evidently doesn't mean to be made temperate 
by Act of Parliament. The revolt there against the liquor pro- 
hibition laws is a terrible lesson, not only to the American 
authorities, but to the teetotal fanatics over here, who fancy they 
can suppress the taste for alcoholic beverages by simply forbidding 
its sale, *° 


Stow Sunday at Court Mildew was a distinctly smart function. 
The spacious and magnificent chambers of the historical structure 
were crowded to overflowing by a brilliant gathering of Art and 
Fashion. Mr. SLOPER is only sending one work to the Academy 
this year; a large canvas, entitled, “A Parting Tiddley.” All the 
great painter's genius, however, has been lavished on the work, 
and that it will the picture of the season, there is absolutely no 
shadow of doubt. + 


IF the use of the revolver continues to be abused in this country 
as it has been lately it is quite certain that its sale must be checked 
in some way or ano- 
ther. Thecheapness 
of the weapon makes 
it easily accessive to 
any hobbledehoy in 
the country who 
yearns for its posses- 
sion. The average 
hobbledehoy as no 
rule ix possessed of 
a wide expanse of 
grin. a vast amount 
of cheek, and verv 
little brains. A 
londed revolver, in 
the hands of an 
animal like this 
amounts to a pub- 
lic danger. In A. 
SLOPER'S opinion 
no one should be al- 
lowed to carry 
firearms without 
possessing a licence 
to do so; and any 
man about to pur- 
chase a revolver : 
should be compelled 
to produce his licence. No licence, no revolver, should be the 
retailer's motto. *,° 


THE air is heavy with rumoured engagements in “hupper 
suckles.”. We are enabled to state upon authority. however, that 
there is no truth in the statement that the Dook Snook will 
shortly bestow his coronet upon the lovely Miss Lardi Longsox. 
Lardi says she wishes there were. 


a) ee ee eee. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FORK TUR WEEK ENDING 2181 APRIL, 1894. 
—— 


15th April, 1890.—Dating from New York, this day, Renter's 
Agency says: “A body, believed to be that of the messenger 
Mever who was murdered at Copenhagen by a manufacturer named 
Philipsen, was found in a cask of plaster in the ap Taixer’s stores, 
where it had been lying since the first week in February. An 
examination of the contents was made at the instance of the 
authorities at Copenhagen, and disclosed the body of a man with 
light whiskers, aged about thirty-five, and probably over six fect 
in height. The body, which is in good preservation, had been 
doubled up and forced into the cask, which was then filled round 
with plaster. The cask was left in the stores here, where it would 
eventually have been put up to auction had its contents not been 
discovered in time.” 


16th April, 1828.—William Swift, of Little Brampton, near 
Chesterfield, about twenty-two years of age, along with three or 
four other young men, was drinking this day, and, not content 
with a moderate quantity, they procured supplies from a public. 
house and adjourned to a private one kept by a person of the name 
of Davidson, where they remained until a late hour, and dreadful 
to relate, about three o'clock the following morning, Swift was 
discovered to be on fire, and was so shockingly burnt as to leave 
no chance of recovery. Surgical aid was immediately procured, 
but he died in the evening. It is thought the accident was occa. 
sioned by his companions foolishly putting burning cinders into 
his pockets. 


17th April, 1880.—Rosina Eleva Tang, 23, was this day 
placed in the dock,*char with having feloniously intermarried 
with George Dawson, her husband, James Lang, being alive. 
George Dawson, who was an unwilling witness, stated that a year 
ago he met Lang, who said he was her husband, and did not care for 
her, but that he was satisfied the witness would like her for a wife, 
and if he received £2 he would burn their marriage certificate, an 
that would put an end to their matrimonial engagement. Dawson 
at once acquiesced in the bargain, the certificate was burnt, and he 
paid over the £2. On the Whit Sunday following he went through 
the form of marriage with the defendant. Lang afterwards came 
to him whilst he was at work, and stated that he was going abroad 
and must have £10, or he would give his wife into custody for 
bigamy, adding that if he got the money Dawson should never be 
troubled again, and he would sign an agreement to that effect. 
To settle the question they all went to the Police Station, and 
interviewed Detective-Sergeant Harvey, who, on being made 
acquainted with the circumstances, took the woman into custody. 


18th April, 1680.—Evelyn, under this date, speaking of the 
then Earl of Essex, says, “As for my. lord, he is a sober, wise, 
judicious, and pondering person. Not illiterate beyond the rate 
of most noblemen in this age.” 


10th A , 1888.—Miss Sarah Reid, sister of the Rector of 
Coppenhall, Crewe, was about to be married, and had made all 
necessary Prereretions when she suddenly died. She was buried 
this day in her full wedding attire, with a wreath of orange blossorns, 


20th April, 1889.—By the death of Mr. John Kidd, which 
took place at his residence, Carnoustie, on this day, the last sur- 
vivor of the men who were rescued by Grace Darling and her 
father from the wreck of the steamer Forfarehire, at the Farne 
Islands, in September, 1838, passed away. Born at Barry, in 
November, 1811, Mr Kidd, early in 1838, joined the Forfarshere as 
fireman, and was on rd the steamer when she made her last 
voyage. 

21st April, 1829.—The Countess of Derby, the famous Miss 
Farren, died this day. At the age of fourteen, she made her first 
appearance at the Haymarket us Miss Hardcastle, in She Stoops to 
Longuer, 

ee 


TOO MUCH FOR HIM. 


AMID the mighty storm at sea 
His courage may not fail, 

And with an easy calmness he 
May brave the shrieking gule. 


He may have braved the battle’s din. 
Amidst the cannons’ pop, 

Yet funk to make a purchase in 
A linen draper’s shop. 


—— 


PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 


Poor old Job is constantly being quoted—quite erroneously, by 
the way—as the personitication of patience. But what price Are. 
Job, who had to make all the poult: make the sarsaparilla wine, 
and wait hand and foot on the old man? 

If there's one thing more than another that makes a waiter mad 
it is to tip him with nothing but a wink. 

There are various systems by which you can tell whether or not 
a man is drunk, but they are all more or less untrustworthy. 
When, however, a suspected party takes a Roman candle to go to 
bed by, and doesn’t notice anything wrong when he lights the 
wick, you may be tolerably sure that he has been taking some- 
thing at least as strong as Shoe Lane Lemonade. 

The inconsistency of women is beautifully illustrated by the fact 
that she will calmly openatin of sardines with her husband's razor, 
and yet fly into a sort of wild, weird tic frenzy should he 
endeavour to remove a cork from a whisky bottle with her silver 
embroidery scissors. 

The way of the transgressor may he hard, but it’s a deuced easy 
way to get into. “The smallest hair,” says Goethe, “throws its 
shadow.” It does, G., it does. And if it happens to throw the 

»enumbra across the butter, it casts its little gloom over the entire 
boarding-house community. 

Ananias had something of a reputation in his own line of business, 
but—don't forget he never wrote an advertisement of a second- 
hand bicycle for sale. 

According to Reuter, . young German recently blew out his 
brains because his father would not permit him to join a brass 
band. This is as it should be. Had he joined the band, it would 
probably have been his poor old father who would have blown his 

y's brains out. 

A Peckham Philosopher (who we strongly suspect is in the news- 
[epee tine! says: “ Thatin trying todo business without advertising 

* like winking ot a girl in the dark. You may know what you're 
doing, but no one else dues,” 


“ CHUCKED!” 

AND lo! those two good and true young men were discussing 
the merits of their respective parents. “ Well, my father is about 
the best tempered man that I ever came across,” said Baldhed 
Bandycoot. “He ain't like me—nothing upsets him, dear old 
chap. You've never seen him put out.” And then the other 
sweetly smiled out, * No, he ain't ; only last Friday night I saw you 
put out—by the Pavilion chucker.” And the argument was so heated 
that the dimsel behind the counter shrieked aloud, for her patent 
metallic stocking suspenders melted. on to her twenty-four- 
buttoned bottines. 


ee 
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sign an agreement to that effect. 
1 went to the Police Station, and 
t Harvey, who, on being made 
ices, took the woman into custody. 


n, under this date, speaking of the 
s for my. lord, he is a sober, wire, 
on. Not illiterate beyond the rate 


Sarah Reid, sister of the Rector of 
to be married, and had made all 
she suddenly died. She was buried 
re, with a wreath of orange blossoms. 


the death of Mr. John Kidd, which 
rnoustie, on this day, the last  sur- 
rescued by Grace Darling and her 
steamer Forfarehire, at the Farne 
paseed away, Born at Barry, in 
ly in 1833, joined the Forfarshire as 
1e steamer when she made her last 


Countess of Derby, the famous Miss 
»age of fourteen, ‘she made her first 
sn Mise Hardcastle, in She Stoops to 


ee 


7H FOR HIM. 


'y storm at sea 

ay not fail, 

y calmness he 

» shrieking gule. 
aved the battle’s din. 
nnons’ pop, 

cea purchase in 

r’s shop. 


os 
L PHILOSOPHY. 

being quoted—quite erroneously, by 
n of ut what price re. 


tience. Nr I 
ahaees make the sarsaparilla wine, 
old man? 
an another that makes a waiter mad 
ut a wink. 

y which you can tell whether or not 
re all more or less untrustworthy. 
arty takes a Roman candle to go to 
nything wrong when he lights the 
sure that he has been taking some- 
e Lane Lemonade. 

: is beautifully illustrated by the fact 
of sardines with her husband's razor, 
wild, weird pos frenzy should he 
from a whisky bottle with her silver 


‘may be hard, but it’s a deuced easy 
lest hair,” says Goethe, “throws its 
s. And if it happens to throw the 
, casts its little gloom over the entire 


reputation in his own line of business, 
vrote an advertisement of a second- 


sung German recently blew out his 
puld not permit him to join a brass 
e. Had he joined the band, it would 
old father who would have blown his 


ho we strongly suspect is in the news- 
ing to do business without nd vertising 
e ark. You may know what youre 


———S 
[UCKED!” : 

nd true young men were discussing 
: parents, “ Well, my father is about 


tt 1 ever came across,” said Baldhed 
me—nothing upsets him, dear old 
im put out.” And then the other 
in’t ; only last Friday night 1 saw you 
cer.” And theargument was so heated 
punter shrieked aloud, for her patent 
s melted. on to her twenty-four- 
——— 


acdmye Tmropence.- 


IDY. 


Best Authors. 
GILBERT DALZIEL. 
LET STREET, LONDON, E.c. 


Saturday, April 14, 1894.) 
ALLEGATIONS AND ALLIGATORS. 


(On, THE LATEST SE 
THE latest query's 
af rather neat— 
a “Is alligator good to 
/ither - / nD eat 
Gud fo eal -s\ 
= ae 


Shall it become 
domestic meat ? 

As roast and boiled, 
will it be sweet ? 

As baked, will it be 
hard to beat? 

And will it make a 
tasteful treat 

When guests do our 
mahogany greet! 

Will it be used by 
the élite, 

Who oft in taste 
show much con- 
ceit? 

Will toilers, too, in 
every street, 

Run after it with 
movements fleet? 
Or will the notion 

Thi though (which meet defeat? 

8 Query, though (which we repeat 
“Ts alligator good to eat?” Peat, 
May have this answer now—toute suite 

That animal sweet 

Js good to eat— 

Whatever man he chance to meet ! 

—— 


A MODEST REQUEST. 

A KNOCK nt the door. 

“Come in,” said the editor, wearily, throwing down his p= and 
leming back in his chair with a long-drawn sigh of resignation, 
~Come in.” 

A young man of somewhat worried and careworn aspect obeyed 
the invitation, and advanced hesitatingly into the middle of the 
room. “ Are—are you the editor, sir?” he asked. 

“1 am.” said that individual, “Pray be seated, sir,” he added 
courteously, “my time is absolutely at your disposal ; 1 have only 
about nine columns of notes, a couple of articles, and seventeen 
proofs to get through before lunch time. Pray take your time, my 


by it, she furnishes our 
ome by it, and ifollows 
its ‘hints on the toil- 
ette' and ‘laws of eti- 
uette’ to the very 
etter,” 

“It is very flattering 
o know that the tady 
ollows our advice so 


taunch adherents — 
hey encourage, they, stimulate us to further efforts. But you 


re 


But the editor 4a him. “Not the slightest, sir,” he snid 
rmly—* not the slightest. It can’t be done; we should have our 
vertisers down on us, and the rival papers—well, in fact, the 
hole idea's impossible.” 

“Oh! I was afraid you'd say so,” enid the young fellow, sadly ; 
but T thought I'd just call. you know, and see. Hope I haven't 
isturbed you. You won't be doing an article on ‘Picturesque 
orkhouses,’ | suppose?" 

“ Haven't thought of it yet.” 

“Ah, well, good morning.” And with a pensive air he opened 
¢ door and went sadly away. 

a eee 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
GRACIE GRAYNE, 


THE friends who once my praise 
would spout 
Now ostracise me out-and-out, 
And sneer at me, and scoff, and 
flout, 
And look on me with dread : 
And why /—oh, why? Because 
they know 
I've nad, for fifteen weeks or 80, 
That vulgar habit, vile and low, 
Of the scratching of the head ! 


. 
, 


My handsome form no more is 


ecen 

Where high-born maids and 
men convene, 

And where each eve, with grace- 
ful mien, 

1 once was wont to tread : 
Yet those who ostracise me so 
Would pity me, could they but 

know 
How I've been led, in rage and 


woe, 
To the scratching of the head! 


Yor fifteen weeks I've racked 
my brain : 
To find some eulogistic strain, 
Some panegyric of Mivs Grayne 
That's worthy to be read 
To her by whom my soul's distraught : 
But all my tries have come to naught, 
And that is how the trick I've caught 
Of the ecratching of the herd! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


@ LrxtHorPE Roan, March 29th, 1894. 
REVERED Sir, — Accept my sincere thanks, not only for the 
honour you have done me by conferring the * Award of Merit” on 
me, but for the Diploma now duly to hand. Believe me, it will 
tend to increase (if such a thing be possible) the veneration in 
which | have held your illustrious person. 
Iam, yours tocommand, W. G, CHURCHER. 
To ALLY SLoPER, Esq., F.0.M., ETC., ETC. 


ooo 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 213.—HE FAILs TO EQUALIZE. 


ALLY SLOPER was seated with gentlemen four, 
And, as out of 2 jug flow molasses, 
Even so from his beard words of wisdom did pour 
Ax with patriot zeal he unfolded once more 
The strong views his intelligent cranium bore 
On the Equalization of Classes, 


“Oh, mine eyes are oft wet with a profluent tear, 
And a cloud o'er my Rappeeces passes, 
When I think of the fact that, as year after year 
Makes its circle complete in this worm-eaten sphere, 
We don't seem to be getting one atom more near 
To the Equalization of Classes! 


“Tell me truly, I pray you, ye gentlemen wise! 
Why the deuce should industrious lasses 
Be viewed by rich dames with contemptuous eyes? 
Why should blue-blooded lordlings their valets despise? 
Why more distant from us than the earth from the skies 
Is the Equilization of Classes? 


“Shall not we who are rich, and high-born, and all that, 
Try to raise to our level the masses?” 
Thus the Fossil raved on, shedding tears in his hat, 
Till the train in which he and the gentlemen sat 
Stopped at Rugby while yet he was preaching so pat 
On the Equilization of Classes, 


They collected the tickets : the train steamed away. 
Quoth the Wreck, “ Are not patriots asses ? 
You see, sirs, they've forced me a sovran to pay, © 
‘Cos I'm travelling FIRST with a THIRD! By my fay, 
1 will nevermore work—I will nevermore pray— 
For the Equalization of Classes!” 


_—.——— 


ECHOES OF SCIENCE. 
SEVENTH INSTALMENT. 
(With still continued apologica to the Globe.) 

It will prevent the eyes being dazzled by the reflection of the 
sun on the water if you black your nose all over with burnt cork. 
No doubt a lot of nice girls who are going up the river this 
summer will take this tip and save themselves heaps of discomfort. 

The science of making money is born, not acquired. For 
instance, there is a little Jewess in Woburn Place whose com- 
mercial interests are so precocious that she lets furnished rooms in 
her doll’s house to her sisters for a fixed number of chocolate drops 
cach week. 

“Listen to your wife,” says a medical advertisement. What 
terrible remedies they do get, nowadays. 

A man at Potter's Bar has discovered a new cure for dyspepsia. 
It is sawdust—simply sawdust. But each sufferer must make his 
own, and preferably with a log of green withy and the missis‘’s 
meat saw out of the kitchen. Then the cure’s certain. 

A question in the science of arithmetic : If time is money, and 
forty shillings are synonymous with fourteen days, what is the 
pecuniary equivalent of “six weeks hard" to (1) hot cross bun 
maker if there were three Good Fridays every weck, or (2) a hard 
working journalist who has just had the proceeds of “three 
columns of descriptive” (which took him five hours to “get up” 
and three more to write) on the horse that came in seventh for the 
City and Suburban ? 

Another: If half a loaf is better than no bread, what is the 
exact value, with flour at to-day’s quotation. of the man who was 
eer aha by the policeman at Worship Street, sesterday, as “a 
loafer 

<a 


HE’D MET SOME. 


Pretty Intercating Little Thing (to Author whom. ane has met at 
a reecption), And, as 1 should so like to be able to take up litera- 
sl us a profession, 1 thought you wouldn't mind giving me your 
advice. 

Author (who ia, unfortunately, pretty well accustomed to this 
sort of thing), Why not commence as a reporter? 

Pretty Interesting Little Thing. Oh, but reporters are all 
gentlemen, are they not? 

aluthor, Not by a long chalk ! 


[She ultimately vee pon com mencing the profession 


with a sixty-verse pocm ! 
ee eee 


THE REPENTANCE ANGEL. 
HITHER and thither, to and fro, 
The Repentance Angel flies, 
And sorrowing sees the unsorrowing glow 
In the hardened sinner's eyes. 
By the sinner’s side he pleading stands, 
And claspa his white, ethereal hands, 
Saying, “Open thy gai O heart of sin, 
That a friend to befriend thee may enter in!” 


* Dolour and woe, dolour and woe,” 
The Repentance Angel cries, 

“ And a deathless grief Ay shall surely know, 
If my counsel you still despise. 

In the dead of night let your conscience speak, 

Till the tears of ngony warm your cheek, 

And, smitten with ruth for a life of sin, 

You open your heart, and invite me in!” 


“ You have fallen low ! you have fallen low!" 
The Repentance Angel cries, 
% Gee there's joy in heaven when the teardrops 
tlow 
From the sorrowing sinner’s eves. 
And, though close to the gates of hell you be, 
Yet, as soon as I know you have need of me, 
Then on wings of pity, on wings of love, 
I will carry you thence up to heaven above!” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


THE Lap of Luxury: Lapping a long drink after you've been 
three hours in the train without lubricating. 

MACAULAY’S “ Virginius” must take a back seat these times. 
You get the most excellent “ Virginias" from the tobacconist's. 

“ WELL, madam, and what is yeur claim to the Dunmow Fitch 2?" 
“That I have Dunmow duty to my husband!" 

COULD a maledictory saying of Lord Beaconsfield’s be described 
as a Benny-diction?” 

Why is a phlegmatic ai like the master of a seminary )— 
Because he keeps (8)cool. 

THE heaver of a football is aptly described as being in a state of 
(f\heaverish excitement. 
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HIS LITTLE GIRL. 


—— 


CHAPTER V. 

“It's as like a case of spoons as anything J ever seed,” said a 
man, as he sat on the ground in Richmond (ark and glanced 
through a powerful 
field-glass, “ Remark. 
ably like a case of 

ms. And I guess, 

r. John Trevor, that 
the something that 
is not nice is prozres- 
sing finely. You have 
met that gal every 
day during the past . 
week ; she's ns pretty 
ns they make ‘em; 
she’s no end rich, an’ 
1 guess you are 
making the running © 
pretty smartly for 
the matrimonia 
stakes ; and if 1 don't 
have my share, my 
name ain't Jim Hard- 
cole. Something 
that's not going to be 
nice! Well, I guess 
not for you, my smart, 
gentleman, but I 
think it will pan out 
pretty well for me”; 
and Jim Hardcole, 
in much better con- 
dition as regards 
dress, shut up his 
field- glass with a 
grin of satisfaction, 
then rose from his seat and took his amiable presence away. 

Yea, Jack Trevor had fairly entered for the matrimonial stakes. 
The interest he had felt in Clotilde Haycroft had deepened into 
love, and Jack Trevor felt that for him there was only one woman 
in the world. Even the doubts that he might be deemed a fortune- 
hunter were cast aside. He had resolved to take his opportunity 
in spite of that objection, and had an idea he would not be rejected. 

Lady Montacute—The Montacute, as he irreverently called her in 
his heart—had thrown no obstacles in his way, and Clotilde, with 
much guileless simplicity, had allowed it to be seen that Jack's 

resence was far from distasteful to her. Fortune had favoured 
ack Trevor ; yet Jack hesitated to put the matter definitely to the 
test, and no word of love had se between them. 

Day by day they had met, had walked and had sailed on the 
river; and day by day had Jim Hardcole loafed, unnoticed, at a 
distance, and studied what he believed to be a case of love-making. 
It wns easy for Hardcole to do this. Neither Jack Trevor nor 
the lady bothered themselves much about their surroundin It 
was apparent to anyone that their whole attention was taken up 


Jim Hardcole shut up his field-glass, 


On the river. 


with one another, and it argued no great penctration on the part of 
Hardcole to have come to the decision that it was “a case of spoons.” 

It was undoubtedly “spoons,” and yet not altogether the kind 
of “spoons” that boarding-school misses delight in and dream of. 
They were sensible lovers. As they sauntered along, they talked 
not of love—at least, not in the way that novelists tell of love-talk ; 
yet they talked ino way that drew them closer together than if 
they had breathed nothing but sighs and thought of nothing but 
kisses. To his surprise, Jack learned that Clotilde had been in 
Africa, where her father had died, and where her guardian still 
lived. And the scenes of African life they were able to recall had 
the result of making them more confidential and frank with one 
another than months of intimacy in society circles would have done. 
Both had their reservations in the matter of previous history, 
however. Jack did not tell of his wild outburst of dissipation at 
ss ae Town when the news of his fortune had come to him; nor 
did she tell of her father’s struggles with poverty, of his death, 
and how fortune subsequently came to her—in fact, Jack studiously 
avoided thought or mention of that fortune. He dreaded it, and 
wished that it would 4 
cerca for ever. In 
his heart he was con- 
vinced that life in a 
cottage with Clotilde 
Haycroft would be 
bliss; and he feared 
the presence of that 
fortune would be the 4 
only embarrassment to 
the probability of his 
love's success. 

And so the happy 
pair dreamed on. Day 
after day they spent 
two or three happy 
hours in the compan 
of each other, and it 
was evident to all that 
Jack was a_ favoured 
suitor, and all expected 
to hear the announce- 
ment of an engage. 
ment. But no such 
announcement came 
Jack's dream was sweet; 
he dreaded an awakingz. 
Clotilde’s dream = was 
aweet ; she was in no 
hurry for realism. 

They were content 
with the happy present, 
and made no etlort to 
accelerate the doubtful 
future. 

Meanwhile, Jim Hardcole proposed to himself to administer a 
sample of the sae Sy would not be nice. 

a ? 


And so the happy pair dreamel on. 


continued next aerl.) 
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THE “F.O.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. THE UNEXPECTED. 


HAD HIM THERE. 
Customer. How much, waiter ? 
Waiter, One and nine, two and three, two and six, 


Please. 
Customer (steetly). Is that reckoning two breads ? 
Waiter, Yea, sir. 
Customer. Well, I had none, d'ye see ? 


No. 355.—Dr. OSMOND OARR, F.0.8 


“ Like the majority of musical celebrities, our hero, at a very 
early age, gave abundant evidence of the talent which he has 
since cultivated with so much distinction. The paternal Carrs 
were not, however, in sympathy with their offspring on this 
point, and it was with the utmost difficulty that young Osmond 5 
could indulge his passion for that which is Droverbially bag re Gracie (who has been ylancing wistfully at wine list), Won't you orler something to drink, Charlie ? “Now, then, remember the indignant blind, can't yer? 
to be sufficient to soothe the savage breast. Unable to induce Charlie, Certainly, dear. Waiter, bring three glasses of water at once, please. or else I'll loose this yere dawg !" 
his parents to engage a tutor for him, he had to content himself 
} with the secret practice of the Jew's harp, the penny whistle, and 


nit we ena ae las Class of cle bess Wenner te eee: WHY DABBER’S GREAT PICTURE WAS NOT ON THE LINE THIS YEAR. P 


ally became proficient in the use of these instruments, aml many 
a happy hour did he spend there, after the houschold had retiret 
to rest, to the delirious delight of the testy old gentleman who 
occupied the adjoining room next door. At one time he hard 
serious thoughts of turning organ-grinder, but wiser counsels 
prevailed, and as he yrew towards munhood's estate he was 
enabled to commence study in proper earnest. Fame was 
quickly his, and at the present day there are few cleverer 
musicians, Chiefly because he's a popular composer he was 
created F.O.S8., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ prescnted to 
him March 2sth, 1894."—- Debrett Improved. 
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1) 
Candid Friend. 1 reckon you're a goodish swimmer, Boodle, 
ain't ye? 
Roodle. Nary a stroke. 
‘ Candid Friend. Gosh! what a wasted gift! Why, with fect 
like that you'd beat a steam launch ! 
i} 
iA 
¥ 
(1) Mr. Botherby Boreham (anxious to show off his art culture to old Pitch-Dabser, —_‘0' into it." ——(3) The Goat. I can't stand this ere fool no longer. Here, you “go” r 
R.A., who ts putting final touches to his great Academy picture). Ha! May I look? into it yourself! K-r-r-r !—Biff !—Bash !—Bang! Take that !——(4) Pitch-Dabbrr, 
Um—yes, pretty fair, but no‘ *in it,eh? Take my advice and have it all R.A. You great, gawky, gibbering, jabbering, clumsy booby! Look at your work ! 
out, and then scumble your high lights with lamp-black and raw umber—see? Then Spoilt a magniticent masterpiece with your sprawling carcass that ain't fit for a 
; you want your far distance dragged forward with the side of a * hog-sweetener,” and door-mat! Take that !—and that !—and that! you chattering pig! Ill make paint 
your foreground thrown back, ch ?——(2) “Then you must get your ‘focus’ up here rags and easel-pegs of you! Police! etc., etc. Since his removal to the hospital 
4 in the left hand top corner, and force the ‘tone’ of the whole canvas by a few strong Boreham has become a changed man. He now eschews high art, and discourses only 
; dabs of orange cadmium and bice green. Get more ‘go’ into it, you see—get more on those matters whereof he has some understanding. 
i FROM THE POETS. GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. “WHERE IGNORANCE !8 BLISS——" 
i] 
i 
d 
‘ii 
i} 
} 
| 
: 
yt A 
nat 1854—1894. 
iti Aunt (in the privacy of her chamber). Well, there ! 
i 4 my old c dresses are simply just the thing for my skirt 
ms dancing ! 
4 
AI 
4 . 
| # 
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